Mr. Crotchet, there is the talismanic antidote of a thou-
sand dozen of old wine; a beautiful spectacle., I assure
you, and a model of arrangement.
MR. FIREDAMP. Sir, I feel the malignant influence of the
river in every part of my system. Nothing but my great
friendship for Mr. Crotchet would have brought me so
nearly within the jaws of the lion.
THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. After dinner, sir, after dinner,
I will meet you on this question. I shall then be armed
for the strife. You may fight like Hercules against
Achelous, but I shall flourish the Bacchic thyrsus, which
changed rivers into wine: as Nonnus sweetly sings,
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PEACOCK (from Crotchet Castle)

WHITE WINE
Appetite comes with eating, says Angeston; but the
thirst goes away with drinking. I have a remedy against
thirst quite contrary against that which is against the bit-
ing of a raad dog : keep running after a dog and he will
never bite you; drink always before the thirst and it will
never come upon you. There I catch you, I awake you.
Argus had a hundred eyes for his sight; a butler should
have (like Briarius) a hundred hands wherewith to fill us
wine indefatigably. Ha, now lads,, let us wet; it will be
time to dry hereafter. White wine, here, wine boys, pour
out all, per le didble, fill, I say, fill and fill till it be full.
My tongue peels. Lans9 tringue: to thee, countryman,
I drink to thee, good fellow. Comrade, to thee, lusty,
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